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| Hate Myself For Loving What You Do To Me 


"Come on.. Let me.. You know you want me to..," Chris purred in Rich's ear while he undid the last few buttons 


of his brother's shirt. 

"No, don't. Not here, not like this," Rich said while pushing his brother away. 
"What's wrong?" 

"What if they find out?" 

"Who?,” Chris asked 

"Who do you think? The rest of the band!" 


"They won't. Besides, without us, there's no band so.. They can't fire us," Chris said with a smug look on his 


face. 


"Very fumy, asshole." 


Chris pulled his brother flush against him. Rich felt a hand slide in-between them and land on his crotch. 
"Stop it, | said," Rich said as he tried to wiggle his way out of his older brother's grip. 

"You're hard.. You know how good | can make you feel." 

Chris was used to his brother's protests and push-backs. At this point, Chris considered they were part of 
the ritual and he would have been offended if Rich had not even tried to get out of the situation once. His 


younger brother had always had difficulties coping with their relationship but more often than not, he was the 
one crawling into Chris‘ bed and asking for it. He would just never admit it. 


Rich's face was still turned away from Chris and his eyes were glued to the back lounge door of their tour 


bus, just in case. 
"There's no lock on the door. They could open it and walk in anytime," Rich whined. 
"Shut up, Richie." 


Chris pushed him against the wall and went down on his knees in front of him. The singer unceremoniously 


pulled his brother's pants and underwear down. 
"So appetizing,” the singer whispered before taking his brother in his mouth. 
"Oh, God," Rich cried out as his brother swirled his tongue against the head of his cock. 


Rich hated himself so much for loving this and he hated his brother even more for being so good at it. Why 
could he never resist? Fuck, who was he kidding? There was no valid reason in his mind for this to be 
something forbidden and for him to resist. Who were they hurting? He just knew that anyone else around 
them wouldn't understand, that's why he wanted Chris to be more careful. They would usually indulge in their 
special ‘brotherly love' only when they had a hotel stay and could be safe in the remits of their own bedroom. 
The tour bus was rarely a safe and empty area, and if it was empty, it was never for long. Anyway, at this 
pace and with Chris’ skillful mouth at work, he wouldn't last very long. 


Rich had managed to stay silent so far but as Chris started to deep-throat him and he felt more pressure 


around his cock with each movement, he couldn't keep quiet. 
"Fuck, Chris... l'm.. almost..." Rich panted, feeling his knees getting weak. 


If it weren't for his brother holding him firmly by the hips against the wall, he would have already collapsed on 
the floor. 


"Oh, shit! Yes!.. Chrisl," Rich grunted, tugging at his brother's dark brown hair and bucking his hips against 


Chris' mouth. 


Chris kept him in his mouth and swallowed his brother's load and then continued to suck him slowly and 
leisurely poke his tongue against the slit of Rich's cock 


"Ah... Ah! Stop it.. Can't take it," Rich complained. 


Chris glanced up at his brother and grinned at the sight of Rich struggling under his ministrations but his 


mouth moved right back on Rich and he resumed sucking and licking his brother's overly sensitive cock 
"Stop it, fuck! It almost hurts," Rich growled as he shoved his brother away from him. 

Chris lost his balance and fell on his butt. He was laughing. 

"How can you be in such a bitchy mood after getting of f?," the singer mocked him. 

"Fuck you," the guitarist replied. 


‘Sorry, but | think you're mistaken. Actually, it's the contrary. / fuck you," Chris said as he stood up and 


approached his brother again. "Come on the couch." 


"No way. On Sunday. When we're at a hotel,” Rich said as he pulled up his pants and walked out of the lounge, 
leaving his brother horny and fuming. 


